As well as incendiary bombs, the raiders had also
dropped about twenty high explosive bombs, some of
them weighing up to two hundred and fifty pounds.   The
head of the local A.R.P. was showing us where some of
these had fallen, and while he was doing so a minor
tragedy occurred. We came upon a crater in the middle of
a street which had been filled with water and had frozen
over. I said I thought it looked like a 100 kilo bomb, but
the A.R.P. warden said no, he thought it was only 25
kilos. As he said this he stepped forward one pace too far
and, breaking through the thin film, of ice, went right
up to his neck in the unthinkably cold water. He floun-
dered about in the crater, but finally struggled out and was
all for continuing to show us round.   It was only with the
greatest difficulty that we persuaded him to go home and
change his clothes.

They're tough, these Finns!

In retrospect, LONDON

I HAD been over a week in Helsinki without being able
to get anywhere, and I was beginning to feel desperate for
lack of material for broadcasting. My efforts to get to one
of the southern fronts were all in vain. Then I remembered
a letter of introduction to General Walden which I had
not used. I had realised that he was a very important
industrialist, but it was only later that I discovered him
to be Field Marshal Mannerheim*s right-hand man.
With some difficulty I got an appointment. He was
obviously a busy man, and he wasted no time.

* Well, what can I do for you, Mr. Ward 2 *
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